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THE FARM TWINS 
By Lucy Fitch Perkins 


Tommy and Nancy, the Farm 
Twins, are the youngest twins 
that Mrs. Perkins has written 
about. They are, in fact, only 
small babies when they first 
appear upon the scene in a 
basket at the door of a child- 
less couple in the country. 

The book is written, too, for 
a younger audience than the 
other Twin books, with short 
sentences and simple language 
suitable for children who are not 
yet far advanced in the art of 
reading, but it has all Mrs. Per- 
kins’s own characteristic charm 
of style. 

With its humor, its vivid 
story interest, and its capti- 
vating drawings by the author, 
it should be one of the most 
popular volumes in this famous 
series. Ages 5 to 8. 
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MR. AND MRS. TILLY 


ONE afternoon in June, 
Mrs. Tilly went out into her yard 
to take the clothes off the line. 
She took down a shirt 
and a pair of socks. 
Then she took down a sheet and a skirt. 
She shook them out 
as she put them in the clothes-basket. 
“O dear me,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
« All our clothes are so big. 
They are all for big people. 
Mr. Tilly is big. I am big. 
How I wish I had little clothes, 
for little people, on my line!” 
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She took down the rest of the clothes 
and put them in the basket. 
She put the clothes-pins 
in the basket, too. 
She put her best patchwork quilt 
on top of all the other clothes. 
Then Mrs. Tilly sat down on a block 
by the woodpile. 
She looked at the empty clothes-line. 
«Let me see,” she said to herself. 
“Tf I only had a little boy, 
I would knit little socks for him. 
I would hang his little socks 
in a row on the line. 
I would make little blouses 
for him too. 
The blouses 


should have pockets in them. 
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I would put a handkerchief 
in his pocket. 

If I had a little girl, 
I would make little clothes 
for her, too. 
Her aprons 
should have pockets in them. 
How nice the little clothes would look 
on Mondays, hanging on my clothes-line, 
all in a row!” 

Then Mrs. Tilly looked across the yard 
to the barn. 

Mr. Tilly was driving the cow 
into the barn to be milked. 

The shadows were long on the grass. 

A little robin lit on the lilac bush 
by the kitchen door. 
He began to sing. 
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Mrs. Tilly’s little dog Nick 
brought a stick. 
He put it on the ground at her feet. 
He wanted her to throw it for him. 
But Mrs. Tilly did not look at Nick. 
She sat still with her chin in her hand. 
She thought and thought. 
This is what she thought: 

“QO dear me! what a pity it is 
that we have no little boy 
or little girl! 
We have such a nice home. 
We have a house and a barn. 
We have chickens and ducks, 
and geese, and a pig. 
We have a dog and a cat. 
There are little lambs in the field. 


But there is no little girl 
6 


and no little boy!” 
Then she saw that the sun 
was low in the west. 
She saw that the shadows 
were long on the grass. 
She saw the chickens going to roost 
in their house. 
She saw the ducks and geese 
coming home from the brook 
at the end of the lane. | 
“QO dear me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“The sun is almost out of sight. 
It is time to get supper for my good man. 
How I wish I had a little boy 
or a little girl 
to get supper for, too!” 
She got up from the block of wood. 


She looked at the clothes-basket. 
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“'The basket is so heavy,” 
she said to herself, 
“JT will leave it for Mr. Tilly. 
He will bring it after he comes in 
with the milk.” 

She went into her kitchen. 
She put some sticks of wood on the fire. 
The fire blazed up. 
She set the soup-kettle on the stove, 
over the fire. 

Then she went out to the well 
to get fresh water. 

She let down the bucket 
until she heard it splash in the water 
at the bottom of the well. 

Then she pulled on the rope. 
Up came the bucket. 


It was full of fresh water. 
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She filled the teakettle. 
Then she went back to the KitdHen 
and put the teakettle on the stove. 


While the kettle was coming toa boil, 
10 


she set the table for two. 
She cut six slices of bread. 
“Three for Mr. Tilly 
and three for me,” she said. 
She got two pats of butter. 
“One for Mr. Tilly and one for me,” 
she said. 
She put them on the table. 
Then she went to the pantry 
and brought out four eggs. 
“Two for him and two for me,” 
she said to herself. 
Then she thought, 
“How a little boy or a little girl 
would like to eat 
these nice, fresh eggs!” 
Just then Mr. Tilly came in 
with the milk. 


He set the pail down 
on the kitchen table. 

He did not bring in the clothes-basket. 
He did not think of it. 

Mrs. Tilly did not think of it either. 

She strained the milk and set it away 
in pans to cool. 

When she set it away, she thought, 
“How a little boy or a little girl 
would like to drink this nice milk!” 

Then she said to Mr. Tilly, 

“Come to supper.” 

Mr. Tilly said, 

“ Just as soon as I wash my hands, 
I will come.” 

Mrs. Tilly set a dish of milk 

on the floor for the cat. 


She gave Nick a bone 
12 


from the soup-Kettle. 
Then she and Mr. Tilly sat down 
at the table to eat their supper. 
Mrs. Tilly poured the tea for Mr. Tilly. 
When she gave him the cup, she said, 
“ How nice it would be 
if we had a little boy! 
He would like to drink our good milk. 
He would like to hunt eggs in the hay. 
He would be a great help.” 
“Yes,” said Mr. Tilly. 
«A little boy would be a great help, 
to be sure. 
But I think a little girl 
would be better still. 
She could help you in the house 
when she got big enough.” 


“T should like to make clothes 
13 
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for them,” said Mrs. Tilly. 

“{ would make little blouses for the boy. 

I would put pockets in them. 

He should have a handkerchief 

to put in his pocket. 

And I would make a pink dress 

and a blue dress for the little girl. 

She should have pockets in her aprons. 

She should have a handkerchief, too. 

Pll tie up her hair with a pink ribbon.” 
«The boy shall learn to ride the horse 

when I plough,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Their little clothes would look so nice 

on the line on Mondays,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
«We will take them to church 

on Sundays,” said Mr. Tilly. _ 

“The little girl shall sit next to me.” 


«The little boy shall sit 
15 


next to me,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
«T shall give him a penny 
to put in the box.” 
«The little girl shall have a penny, 
too,” said Mr. Tilly. 
Then Mrs. Tilly said, 
«OQ dear me, how nice it would be!” 
And Mr. Tilly said, «It would! 
But there isn’t any little girl.” 
And Mrs. Tilly said, 
«There isn’t any little boy either, 
and that’s all about it.” 
Then Mr. Tilly didn’t say a word, 
and Mrs. Tilly didn’t say a word. 
The room was so still 
you could hear the clock tick. 
The sun had gone to bed. 


It was quite dark. 
16 


Mrs. Tilly lit a candle 

and put it on the table. 

They ate their soup. 

They ate the four eggs. 

They ate the bread and butter 

and drank their tea. 

There was apple-sauce too. 

And cookies! 
They ate all the supper 

and still nobody said anything at all. 
The clock ticked. 

The fire snapped 

and the flames danced up the chimney. 
The cat had lapped up all her milk. 

She sat down by the fire 

to wash her face. 
Nick had eaten his supper too. 


He lay down on the hearth 
17 


with his nose on his paws. | 
It was very still in the kitchen. 
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II 
THE MAGIC CLOTHES-BASKET 
ALL at once Nick sat up. 
He pricked up his ears. 
He barked, “ Bow wow, bow wow!” 
«What ever can be the matter 
with Nick?” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Sh-h-h-h,” said Mr. Tilly. 
He held up his finger. 
“Nick thought he heard a noise!” 
“Bow wow, bow wow!” said Nick. 
“He does hear a noise!” 
said Mr. Tilly. “I hear it, too!” 
“What ever can it be?” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 


“Tt can’t be a mouse 
Q1 


or the cat would know it. 
It isn’t a cat, | 
for we have only one cat. 
There she is by the fire, 
washing her face.” 
“It sounds 
as if it came from the door,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
« Let’s go to the door and see,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
She took the candle in her tari: 
Mr. Tilly went with her to the door. 
They opened it and looked out. 
There on the doorstep 
was the clothes-basket! Hats 
“How ever did the clothes-basket 
get here?” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Did you bring it?” 
22 


“No,” said Mr. Tilly. 

“IT have not touched it.” 

“Who did bring it?” cried Mrs. Tilly. 

“T left it in the yard 

by the clothes-line! 

It was so heavy I left it 

for you to bring: in.” 

«Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Hush! There’s that noise again!” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 

“It’s right here! 

It comes from the basket! 

Oh, look, look! It’s moving!” 
«What's moving?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“The quilt in the basket!” 

said Mrs. Tilly. 

They stooped down to look. 


Mrs. Tilly held the candle down low 
23 


so they could see. 

The quilt on top of the basket 
humped itself up in the middle 
and then sank down again. 

«“'There’s something alive in there!” 
screamed Mrs. Tilly. 

« As sure as eggs are eggs, there is!” 
«Bring the basket into the kitchen 
and we'll find out what ever it can be,” 

said Mr. Tilly. | 
He took hold of one handle 
of the basket. 
Mrs. Tilly took hold of the other. 
“It’s heavy!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“It’s heavier than it was! 
Hurry! Hurry!” 
They set the basket down on the floor. 


Mrs. Tilly put the candle on the table. 
24 


“Quick! Quick!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
She knelt beside the basket 
and lifted one corner of the quilt. 
There was a loud squeal 
from the basket. 
“I do believe,” cried Mrs. Tilly — 
“TI do believe it’s a i 
“ BABY!” shouted Mr. Tilly. 
“It is a baby!” screamed Mrs. Tilly. 
«A real live baby!” 
She lifted the baby in her arms. 
“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
He stooped over and touched the baby 


with one finger. 

“Well, I NEVER!” he said. 
“1 truly never did! 
Who would have thought it ?” 


But Mrs. Tilly did not say a word. 
25 
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She just hugged the baby to her breast. 
Nick came to the basket 
and stuck his nose over the edge. 


“ Bow wow, bow wow!” said Nick. 
26 


His ears stood up, 
and his tail wagged so hard 
it seemed as if he would wag it off. 
“« Bow wow, bow wow!” said Nick. 
Mr. Tilly looked in the basket, too. 
His mouth fell open, 
and his eyes were as round as saucers 
and almost as big. 
He pointed to the basket. 
“It is still wiggling!” he cried. 
“Well, I never! 
I truly never, never, NEVER DID!” 
He lifted the quilt 
right out of the basket, 
and there under it 
lay a little pink baby girl, 
sucking her thumb! 


«Two oF THEM!” shouted Mr. Tilly. 
Q7 


«A little boy and a little girl! 

A little girl and a little boy! 

One for you and one for me!” 
He took the little girl up 

in his arms and hugged her. 
Nick danced about, 

barking like two dog's. 
The cat sat by the fire 

and licked her paws. 
“Look!” cried Mr. Tilly. 

«'There is a paper pinned on yours!” 
“There’s a paper 

pinned on yours, too!” 

cried Mrs. Tilly. “III read it. 

It says, ‘Her name is Nancy.” 
«And yours says, 

‘His name is Tommy, ” 


cried Mr. Tilly. “Well, I never did!” 
28 
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“Wah wah!” cried Tommy. 
He felt all over his face 
for his mouth. When he found it, 
he stuck his thumb in it. 
Nancy was already sucking her thumb. 
“Poor little lambs, 
they are hungry,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
Mrs. Tilly put Tommy back 
in the basket. 
Tommy did not like to be put 
in the basket. 
He wanted to stay 
in Mrs. Tilly’s soft arms. 
He kicked with both his little legs. 
He took his thumb out of his mouth 
and screamed. ) 
Nancy kept on sucking her thumb. 


She tucked her little head 
30 


right under Mr. Tilly’s chin. 
Mr. Tilly looked at Mrs. Tilly. 
Then he looked at Tommy. 
“What ever shall we do?” he said. 
“I do believe he is hungry.” 
“Heed him, of course,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Oh,” said Mr. Tilly. 
Mrs. Tilly ran to the pantry. 
She brought out a pan of milk. 
She put some milk 
in a little saucepan 
and set it on the fire. 
Tommy kept on crying. 
“There, there, 
you poor little lamb!” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“Tt should have some good milk to drink. 


So it should! I'll hurry 
31 


as fast as ever I can. 
Don’t you cry — don’t ery, 
my little lamb.” 
But Tommy did cry. 
He doubled up his tiny fists 
and turned red and screamed. 
Then Nancy took her thumb 
out of her mouth and began to ery, too. 
“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“They have good lung's, anyway.” 
Mrs. Tilly poured some warm milk 
into a cup. She put a spoon in the cup, 
and set it on the table beside Mr. Tilly. 
“Give her that!” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“while I feed Tommy.” 
“How can I give her that?” 
said Mr. Tilly. “I can’t feed her 


and hold her, too! 
32 


That’s two men’s work!” 

“Watch me,’ said Mrs. Tilly, 
“and do as I do.” 

She set her cup on the table. 
Then she took Tommy 
out of the basket and sat down 
in a chair beside the table. 
When she took him up, 
Tommy stopped crying. 

“So it was, a poor little lamb,” 
crooned Mrs. Tilly. “ And it should have 
some nice, warm milk to drink, 
so it should.” 

She took a little milk in the spoon, 
and held it to his lips. 

But Tommy had never been fed 
with a spoon. 

He didn’t like it. 
33 


He opened his mouth to cry. 
Mrs. Tilly popped in the spoon. 
The milk ran down Tommy’s throat, 
but it met a scream coming up. 
The milk flew all over Mrs. Tilly. 
“OQ dear me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“What amess!” 
She tucked a towel 
under ‘l’ommy’s chin, 
and began over again. 
Mr. Tilly watched her. 
“T don’t believe I can do it 
that way,” he said. 
“J should be sure to drop 
either the spoon or the baby.” 
“Tf you must drop either one,” 
said Mrs. Tilly, “let it be the spoon.” 


“Vl try,” said Mr. Tilly. 
34 


He gently touched 
the little red mouth with the spoon 
and left a drop of warm milk 
on Nancy’s lips. 
Nancy stopped crying 
and licked up the drop. 
Then Mr. Tilly gave her another. 
Soon both babies were lapping milk 
out of the spoons. 
They spilled a good deal, 
and sometimes they blew in the spoon; 
but most of the milk they swallowed. 
When the milk was all gone, 
the little heads began to droop. 
The little eyes began to close. 
“Poor little lambs. 
They are sleepy,” said Mrs. Tilly. 


«Where shall we put them 
35 


to sleep?” asked Mr. Tilly. 
“TI know,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“You hold them both 
while I make a bed 
in the clothes-basket.” 
“How can I hold them both?” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
“It takes both hands to hold one.” 
“You don’t do it the right way, 
said Mrs. Tilly. “Do it this way. 
Hold Tommy on your left arm. 
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Then Nancy can lie in your lap!” 
“But I haven’t any lap!” 
said Mr. Tilly. “I just have legs. 
She'll fall through !” 
“To be sure,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T never thought of that. 


Dear me! What shall we do?” 
36 


“We could put them 
in the basket again,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“No, we can’t,” said Mrs. Tilly. 


«Not until I fix it. 
37 


I shall make a nice bed for them 
in the basket. 

But they cannot be in the basket 
while I make the bed, can they ?” 
“That’s true,” said Mr. Tilly. 

“They can’t.” | 

“Dear me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T did not think 
taking care of babies 
was so puzzling.” 

“If it takes both of us ‘ 
to take care of them,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“who will do the work on the farm? 
Who will feed the chickens? 

Who will milk the cow?” 

“Other people have babies 

and farms too,” said Mrs. Tilly. 


“If they can do it, we can! 
38 


We can learn how to do it.” 

“To be sure,” said Mr. Tilly. 

“Of course! Well, we are learning, 
I think.” 

“Crook your right elbow,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 

Mr. Tilly crooked his elbow. 

Mrs. Tilly put Nancy in the crook. 
Then she lifted Tommy and put him 
in the crook of Mr. Tilly’s left elbow. 

“Sit still,” said Mrs. Tilly, 

“and keep your knees close together. 
Then you won’t drop them.” 

“T won’t drop them,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“not if I have to hold on to them 
with my teeth! 

But hurry up with that bed.” 


Mrs. Tilly hurried. 
39 


She took all the clothes 

out of the basket 

and put them in the corner. 

Then she put two pillows 

in the basket and covered them 

with soft blankets. 

She put Tommy on one pillow, 

and Nancy on the other. 

Both babies were asleep. 

She put the quilt over them 

and tucked them in. 

They put the basket on two chairs 

by the kitchen stove. — | 
Then Mrs. Tilly washed the dishes. 

Mr. Tilly wiped them. 
When the kitchen 

was all in order again, 


Mr. Tilly put the cat out. 
40 


He shut Nick in the woodshed 
and locked the door. 
He wound the clock. 
Then he took the candlestick 
in one hand. 
He took hold of one handle 
of the clothes-basket. 
Mrs. Tilly took hold of the other. 
“Be very careful. 
Don’t tip it,” whispered Mrs. Tilly, 
“and don’t make any noise! 
You might wake them!” 
Mr. Tilly walked on his tiptoes, 
but his shoes squeaked. 
«Sh-sh!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T can’t sh-sh,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“It’s my shoes!” 


“Take them off,’ said Mrs. Tilly. 
41 


They set down the basket. 
Mr. Tilly took off his shoes. 
Then they crept very softly 
into the bedroom 
with the basket between them. 
They set the basket on two chairs 
beside their bed. 
The very last thing 
before she got into bed, 
Mrs. Tilly lifted the corner 
of the quilt. 
“I must look at them once more 
before I go to bed,” she said. 
Mr. Tilly shaded the candle 
with his hand and looked also. 
“Did you ever see 
two such darling babies?” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
42 


“No, I never did,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Just think!” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“now we have a little boy 
and a little girl.” 
“Yes,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“one for you and one for me.” 
“ Both of them for both of us,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
Then she covered them again 
with the quilt, 
and soon every one 
in the little farmhouse was sound asleep. 
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THE NEXT MORNING 
WHEN Mr. Tilly woke next morning, 
he sat up and rubbed his eyes. 
Then he saw the basket beside the bed. 
The Twins were still asleep. 

“Well, I never!” he said to himself. 
“It is really true! There they are, 
bless their little hearts! 

I thought I dreamed it!” 

Then he saw that Mrs. Tilly’s place 
was empty. 

He smelled bacon cooking. 
He smelled coffee. 
“ Bless my heart!” he said, 


“JT must have overslept.” 
47 


In five minutes he was dressed 
and out in the kitchen. 
Mrs. Tilly was there cooking breakfast. 
The cat was asleep by the stove. 
Nick was scratching at the door. 
“Am I late?” said Mr. Tilly. 
He looked at the clock. 
« Half-past four,” he said. 
“No,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“you are not late. 
But there is so much to do to-day, 
I thought we must begin early. 
You see, there are the Twins!” 
“Yes, I see,’ said Mr. Tilly. 
“Yes, indeed. There they are! 
Quite right.” 
« And we must take care of them,” 


said Mrs. Tilly. 
49 


“Right again,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“So we must.” 
« And there’s the cow to milk 
and the chickens to be fed, 
and all and all! 
So I thought we should begin early,” 
went on Mrs. Tilly. 
“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
siving her a kiss, 
“vou are almost always right. 
You are right now.” 
He got the milk-pail. 
“TI will milk the cow at once,” 
he said. “Then 
we shall have warm, fresh milk 
for the babies when they wake up.” 
“Hat your breakfast first,” 


said Mrs. Tilly. 
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“Tt is all ready.” 
“T will eat first, 
just to please you,” said Mr. Tilly. 
He sat down at the table. 
While he drank his coffee, 
Mrs. Tilly talked to him. 
“Right after milking 
you must hitch up Old Dobbin 
and drive to town,” she said. 
“What for?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“For a lot of things,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Bottles for the babies 
to drink their milk out of, 
for one thing.” 
«For two things, I should think,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 


«And cloth, 
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so I can make some clothes 
for the poor little lambs,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
“They haven’t any een 
but those they have on.” 
«Are you sure?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“ Maybe there were some more clothes. 
Maybe they were mixed up 
with our clean clothes in the basket.” 
“Maybe they were,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
She ran to the heap of clean clothes 
in the corner. 
She hunted all through them. 
“ Here they are!” she said. 
She brought out a little bundle. 
She opened it. 
There were two little dresses, 


and two little flannel skirts, 
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and two little shirts. 
“These will do 
until I can get more,” she said. 
“T will wash them 
and hang them on the line. 
Oh, how I shall like 
to see little clothes 
hanging on my line 
“It is half-past five o’clock,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
“T will go out 
and feed the chickens 
and milk the cow. 
Then I will hitch Dobbin 
to the wagon to drive to town. 
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You be all ready to go 
when I drive to the door.” 


« All ready to go!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
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«And leave the Twins all alone?” 

«That’s true,” said Mr. Tilly. 
«There are the Twins! 

I forgot for a minute. 
You see, we have never had any twins 
before.” 

“No,” said Mrs. Tilly, “we never did. 
But we have them now, and soon 
they will be big enough to go with us.” 

«They can sit on the seat 
between us,” said Mr. Tilly. | 

“Hurry now and bring in the milk,” 

said Mrs. Tilly. 
“They may wake up any minute, 
and you know how they act 
when they are hungry.” 

«Yes, I know,” said Mr. Tilly. 


He took the milk-pail 
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and went out to the barn. 

Nick went with him. 
While he was gone, 

Mrs. Tilly fed the chickens 

and ate her breakfast. 

She wrote down on paper 
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all the things she wanted 
Mr. Tilly to buy. 
In between she ran to the bedroom 
to take a peep at the Twins. 
They were still sound asleep. 
Then Mr. Tilly brought in the milk. 
Mrs. Tilly strained it 
and gave the foam to the cat. 
Mr. Tilly and Nick 
drove the cow to pasture. 
When they came back, 
Mr. Tilly hitched Old Dobbin 
to the wagon. 
He drove to the door. 
Nick Jumped up in the wagon. 
He wanted to go, too. 
Mrs. Tilly came to the door. 


She had a paper in her hand. 
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“ Are they awake yet ?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“ Listen,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
She put her finger on her lip 
and listened. 
Mr. Tilly listened, too. 
From the bedroom came a little wail. 
In a minute the little wail 
erew into a loud scream. 
«That's Tommy!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
Soon there was another wail. 
“That's Nancy! They are as hungry 
again as ever was!” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
«Of course they are,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“«Hverybody gets hungry again.” 
“7 must hurry 
and give them some milk,” 


cried Mrs. Tilly. 
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“You must hurry to town, Mr. Tilly. 
Here are the things I want.” 
She gave him the paper 
with all the things 
she wanted him to buy 
written down on it. 
Mr. ‘Tilly put the paper in his pocket. 
“You cannot feed the Twins 
both at once all by yourself,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
“Hven I cannot do that. 
I will stay and help you.” 
But Mrs. Tilly did not hear him. 
She wasn’t there! 
She had run to the bedroom. 
From the bedroom door she called back. 
This is what she said: 


“Go to town and hurry back 
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as fast as ever you can, 
and don’t forget anything. 
Be sure to bring back the bottles, 
and the flannel for their little petticoats 
And the pink gingham. 
And the blue calico. 
And the : 
But Mr. Tilly did not hear 
what else she said. 
He was already out of the yard. 


The wagon was already 
rattling down the road 
with Nick sitting on the seat 
beside Mr. Tilly. 
And all the way to town 
Mr. Tilly kept saying to himself, 
“Now I must not forget anything 


Mrs. Tilly told me to remember. 
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And I must hurry back. 

Let me see. 

I must get two pink bottles. 
And some blue flannels. 
And some calico gingham, 


and — and 
Get up, Dobbin!” 
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IV 
MR. TILLY'S BUSY DAY 
IT was a long way to town. 
Mr. Tilly drove as fast as he could. 
Nick tried to help him hurry. 


He barked at Old Dobbin. 


He barked at all the dogs they met. 
He barked at a rabbit. 

Once he jumped out of the wagon 
and barked at a cat. 

The cat ran up in a tree 
and couldn’t get down again. 

Mr. Tilly had to get out of the wagon 
and help the cat down. 

Then Mr. Tilly said to Nick, 


“Tf you will be still, Nick, 
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we Shall get to town sooner. 
Get into the wagon!” 
Nick got into the back of the wagon. 
Hesat down with his tonguehanging out. 
Mr. Tilly hurried, 
Old Dobbin hurried, 
but it took a long time 
to get all the things 
Mrs. Tilly had written down. 
The shadows were long on the grass 
when they got home. 
The robin was singing 
his evening song in the lilac bush 
by the kitchen door. 
The cow was waiting 
at the pasture bars 
to be milked. 
When Mr. Tilly drove into the yard, 
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Mrs. Tilly ran to the door to meet him. 
“Did you get the bottles?” she cried. 
“Yes, I did,” said Mr. Tilly. 

“« And all the other things, too?” 

“I did not forget a thing,” 

said Mr. Tilly. 

“ You are a good man,” said Mrs. Tilly. 

“Give me the bottles. Quick! 

The Twins are hungry again! 

I have been feeding them all day, 

first Tommy, then Nancy. 

It takes a long time 

to feed them with a spoon.” 

“Tt does,” said Mr. Tilly. 
Mrs. Tilly took the bottles 

and ran to the kitchen. 

Then there was a rattle of dishes 


in the kitchen. 
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“TI must take a look at the Twins 
before I milk the cow,” said Mr. Tilly. 

He left Old Dobbin and the wagon 
by the door, 
and went into the kitchen. 

The clothes-basket was on the table. 
The Twins were in it. 

Mr. Tilly lifted 
the corner of the quilt 
and peeped in. 
Nancy took her thumb out of her mouth 
and looked at him. 

“Kitsy, kitsy, kitsy,” said Mr. Tilly. 

He touched her dimpled chin 
with his big finger. 

“ Kitsy, kitsy,” he said. 

Nancy opened her mouth and smiled 
a wide, crooked smile. 
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“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
He called Mrs. Tilly. 
“Come quick!” he said. 
“Nancy smiled! She smiled at me! 
Just watch me! See how I do it!” 
He stuck out his finger 
and touched Nancy’s chin. 
« Kitsy, kitsy,” he said. 
“(zo0,” said Nancy. 
« Listen to that now!” cried Mr. Tilly. 
“She can talk! She said ‘ goo, 
and she smiled at me! 
I wonder what she means by that.” 
“‘Tommy can say ‘goo, too,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
Say ‘goo’ for your daddy, Tommy!” 
But Tommy had lost his thumb 


and was hunting for it. 
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He did not answer. 
Mrs. Tilly had the bottles 
of warm milk in her hand. 
“Did you ever!” she said to Mr. Tilly. 
«The cow isn’t milked. 
The chickens are not fed. 
Old Dobbin is still hitched to the wagon, 
and you and I stand here 
talking baby talk to the Twins! 
Mr. Tilly, I am surprised at you!” 
“JT am surprised at both of us,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
“Go along now, do,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“While you milk the cow, 
and feed the chickens, 
and put Old Dobbin in the barn, 
I will feed the babies. 


Then they will go to sleep. 
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Then I will get supper for you.” 
She tucked a bottle of warm milk 
down beside ‘Tommy. 
She put the other bottle beside Nancy. 
Soon there were little gurgling sounds 
from the basket. 
“« Bless their little hearts!” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
“ How they do like the nice, warm milk!” 
She bent over the basket 
and looked down at the T’wins. 
Mr. Tilly stood still 
and looked at them, too. 
Mrs. Tilly looked round and saw him. 
“Why, Mr. Tilly!” she said. 
“Why don’t you go to milk the cow ?” 
“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 


“'T'o be sure! Why don’t I?” 
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He got the milk-pail. 
He went to the pasture bars 
for the cow. 
Nick went with him. 
Mr. Tilly milked the cow 
and brought the milk to the kitchen. 
Then he fed the chickens 
and put Old Dobbin in the barn. 
“(Good Old Dobbin,” he said. 
«You have hurried all day 
to bring home the bottles for the babies. 
You shall have a good dinner.” 
He gave Old Dobbin some oats. 
“The oats will make you as frisky 
as a colt,” said Mr. Tilly. 
Old Dobbin didn’t say a word. 
His mouth was full of oats. 


But he whisked his tail 
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as if he liked the oats 
and liked Mr. ‘Tilly, too. 
Then Mr. Tilly went into the house. 
It was almost dark 
when he came into the kitchen 
for his supper. 
Mrs. Tilly was stirring something 
in a Kettle over the fire. 
There was a smell of onions in the air. 
Mr. Tilly sniffed. 
“Mrs. Tilly, I smell onions,” tie said. 
“So you do, Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T made onion soup for you~ 
because you like it so much. 
Sit down and I will bring: you some.” 
Mr. Tilly washed his hands. 
He took soap and scrubbed and scrubbed. 


When his hands were quite clean, 
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he sat down at the table. 
Mrs. Tilly 
brought him a large bowl of soup. 
Then she brought one for herself. 
She sat down in her chair by the table. 
Nick was gnawing a bone 
by the kitchen door. 
The cat had lapped up her milk 
and was washing her paws. 
The babies were sound asleep 
in the clothes-basket in the bedroom. 
Mrs. Tilly looked across the table 
at Mr. Tilly. 
“Now we have everything in the world 
that we want,” she said. 
“We have a house and a barn. 
We have chickens, and ducks, and geese. 


We have a horse and a cow. 
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We have a dog and a cat. 
There is a pig in the pen, and 
there are nice little lambs in the field. 
And we have a little girl 
and a little boy! 
Just think of that, Mr. Tilly! 
A little boy and a little girl!” 
Mr. Tilly laid down his spoon 
and looked across the table 
at Mrs. Tilly. 
“Mrs. Tilly,” he said, 
“vou are right. 
You are almost always right! 
We have.” 
Then they ate their supper. 
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MRS. TILLY'S BUSY DAY 


AFTER supper, Mrs. Tilly 

opened the bundles 

that Mr. Tilly had brought from town. 

She found the pink gingham. 

She found the blue calico. 

She found more thing's. 

She found little socks, 

and little shirts, 

and little shoes. 

There was blue gingham, too, 

and calico with round spots on it. 
“Why, Mr. Tilly!” said Mrs. Tilly. 

“I did not tell you 


to get so many things.” 
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“No,” said Mr. Tilly, “ you did not. 
But I got them, anyway. 

You will need them very soon, 
because the Twins will grow so fast. 
They will play in the dirt. 

They will get their clothes dirty. 
Then they will need more clothes 
to put on.” 

“So they will,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“TI can put on their clean clothes" 
while I wash the dirty ones, 
and hang them on the line to dry.” 

“Your clothes-line will be full 
of little clothes, all the time,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 

“So it will,” said Mrs. Tilly. 

«“T must begin to make the clothes 


at once. 
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I will begin this very night.” 

As soon as the dishes were washed, 
Mrs. Tilly got out the work-basket. 
She put the pink gingham 
and the blue calico 
on the kitchen table. 

She put the work-basket there, too, 
and the calico with round spots. 

Mr. Tilly brought a lamp 
and put it beside her on the table. 

“First I will make them 
some dresses out of the calico 
with round spots,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Then by and by I will make dresses 
out of the pink gingham 
and the blue calico. 

I will not put pockets 


in the dresses with round spots, 
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because the Twins are too little 
to have pockets yet.” 
“So they are,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“but they will soon be bigger. 
It seems to me they have grown bigger 
since this morning.” 
“T shall have to work fast 
to keep up with them,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
She spread the calico with round spots 
on the table. 
«Snip, snip,’ went the scissors. 
Soon two little dresses 
were ready to sew. 
Then she sewed and sewed. 
Mr. Tiily went to bed, 
but still she sat by the lamp and sewed. 
Nick went to bed. 


The cat went out to hunt mice 
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in the yard. 
The kitchen was very still. 
By and by the clock struck. 

“One, two, three, four, five, 
Six, seven,” said the clock. 
Then it went right on. 

Mrs. Tilly counted. 
“Hight, nine, ten.” 

“(goodness me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“Ten o'clock! This will never do. 
I must go to bed at once 
because I must get up early 
in the morning.” 

She folded the little dresses. 
She folded the pink gingham 
and the blue calico. 

She put away her work-basket. 


Then she went, still as a mouse, 
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to the bedroom. 
“1 must not wake the Twins,” 
said Mrs. Tilly to herself. 
“I must not wake Mr. Tilly.” 
Then she said her prayers 
and crept very, very softly into bed. 
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VI 
THE MOTHER HEN AND HER 
CHICKENS 

THE next day the little dresses 
were all done. 

Mrs. Tilly was very proud of them. 
The little dresses were just alike. 
She put one dress on Tommy. 
She put the other dress on Nancy. 
Then she carried the clothes-basket 
out into the yard. 
She made a nice, soft nest with pillows 
in the basket. 
She put the basket under a cherry tree. 
She carried Tommy out and put him 


in the basket. 
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Then she carried Nancy out 
and put her beside Tommy. 
The day was warm. 
The sun shone. 
The robin was singing 
in the lac bush by the kitchen door. 
“Now I can watch the babies 
from the window, 
while I wash their old dresses,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
She got out her tub 
and made nice suds 
with soap and hot water. 
She was so happy she sang over her tub. 
This is what she sang: 
“ Rock-a-bye, baby, 
Thy cradle is green, oe 


Father’s a nobleman, 
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Mother’s a queen, 
And Nancy’s a lady 
And wears a gold ring, 
And Tommy’s a drummer 
And drums for the King.” 
Over and over she sang it. 
Every now and then she looked 
out the window at the ‘I'wins. 
“T shall need to know 
a good many song's to sing to them,” 
she said to herself. 
“If I have two babies to sing to, 
I must know twice as many song's 
as I would need for one. 
That’s arithmetic!” 
She began to sing again 
as she rubbed away. 


« Rub, rub, rub, 
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Tommy’s clothes in the tub,” she sang. 
Then she said to herself, 
“T haven’t looked at the babies 
for five minutes. 
I will look now.” 
She ran to the window and looked out. 
There was the clothes-basket 
sitting in the sun. 
But there were no babies in it! 
Mrs. Tilly screamed. 
“Where ever are the Twins? 
They could not have gone away 
by themselves! 
Oh! Oh! Somebody has carried away 
my ‘Twins. es: 
Oh! Oh! Oh!” 
She ran out into the yard. 


She looked behind the basket. 
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She looked under the currant bushes. 
She looked behind the woodpile. 
There were no babies there. 

Then Mrs. Tilly screamed louder 
than ever. 

She ran to the barn. 

“Mr. Tilly, Mr. Tilly,” she cried. 

“Come quick! 

Some one has carried off the Twins!” 
But Mr. Tilly did not answer. — 
“Where in the world is Mr. Tilly ?”. 

sobbed Mrs. Tilly. 

«he babies are gone! 

Mr. Tilly is gone! 

Oh! what shall Ido? What shall Ido?” 

She looked in the hay, 

but she only scared a hen from the nest 


where she was laying an egg. 
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The hen ran squawking out the door, 
and round the barn to the hen-house. 
Mrs. Tilly ran, too. 

“Mr. Tilly was in the barn 
just a few minutes ago,” she sobbed. 
“ He was mending Old Dobbin’s harness. 
I saw him when I put the Twins 
in the clothes-basket. 
Oh, what has become of them all?” 
She kept on running. 
She ran round the corner of the barn. 
This is what she saw: 

There on the grass by a chicken-coop 
sat Mr. Tilly. 
On one side of him sat Tommy. 
On the other side was Nancy! 
All around them were 


little, fluffy yellow chicks. 
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Tommy and Nancy were cooing 

and holding out their hands. 

The mother hen was in the chicken-coop. 
“ Cluck, cluck, eluck,” 

said the mother hen. 

She ran back and forth 

in the chicken-coop. 

She stuck her head through the slats. 


« Cluck, cluck, cluck,” she calied. 
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She ruffled all her feathers 
and scolded. 
She was afraid 
they would hurt her baby chicks. 
Mrs. Tilly stood still and looked 
at Mr. Tilly and the Twins. 
“If that isn’t just like a man!” 
said she to herself. 
She ran to Mr. Tilly. 
“What ever can you be thinking of, 
Mr. Tilly!” she said. 
She snatched Tommy up in her arms. 
“T thought some one had carried away 
our babies! 
And here they are sitting in the dirt 
with their new clothes on! 
Mr. Tilly, I am surprised at you!” 


“« Cluck, cluck, cluck!” said the old hen. 
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“Cluck, cluck,” said Mr. Tilly. 
He pointed to the mother hen. 
He laughed. “You are just like 
the mother hen, Mrs. Tilly,” he said. 
“She is afraid some one will hurt 
her babies. 
She ruffles her feathers and scolds. 
You must not ruffle 
your feathers, Mrs. Tilly. 
Your babies are quite safe.” 
He took Nancy up in his arms. 
“Look at their new clothes!” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“«T'ommy’s new dress 
is covered with dirt, | 
and Nancy’s has a green grass stain 
where Nick stepped on it!” 


She started back to the house 
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with Tommy in her arms. 
Mr. Tilly followed her 
with Nancy in his arms. 
Behind them came Nick, 
with his tail hanging down. 
Mrs. Tilly kissed ‘Tommy 
and put him back in the basket. 
Then she kissed Nancy 
and put her in the basket beside him. 
“What about me?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“I was lost, too!” 
Mrs. Tilly gave Mr. Tilly a kiss. 
“Mr. Tilly,” she said, 
“what ever you would do without me 
to look after you, I cannot think.” 
“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“no more can |!” 


Then Mrs. Tilly went back to her tub. 
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Mr. Tilly went back to the barn. 
Nick went with him. 

And the very next time Mrs. Tilly 
looked out the kitchen window, 
both babies were asleep. 
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NICK TAKES CARE OF THE 
TWINS 

EVERY day the Twins 
erew bigger and bigger, 
and their clothes 
grew smaller and smaller. 
That was because Mrs. Tilly 
washed them so much. 

The dresses with the round spots 
shrank and shrank. 

Soon the T'wins were too big 
for the dresses. 

Then Mrs. Tilly made more dresses. 


She made a blue gingham dress 
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for Tommy, and a pink gingham dress 
for Nancy. 
Every day her clothes-line was full 
of little clothes. 
Every night she sewed and sewed, 
and every day and every night 
the Twins grew and grew. 
“If it were not 
for the clothes-basket, 
I do not know what I should do,” 
said Mrs. Tilly to Mr. Tilly one day. 
“TI can put the Twins in the basket 
while I work. 
But they will soon be too big 
for the clothes-basket. 
Besides, I need it every day 
for the washing.” 


“They are a tight fit 
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in the basket now,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“So they are,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
That very afternoon, 

while the clothes were drying, 

Mrs. Tilly put the Twins 

in the basket under the cherry tree. 

She left Nick beside the basket. 
“Now, Nick,” said Mrs. Tilly, 

“vou must stay right here 

and mind the babies. 

Do not let any one come near them.” 
“ Bow wow!” said Nick. 
Then Mrs. Tilly went to the kitchen, 

to make a pie for Mr. Tilly’s supper. 
Nick sat beside the basket 

for a long time. 
Then he thought to himself, 


«This is a very dull life 
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for a lively pup like me. 

It must be dull for the Twins, too. 
Let me see. What can I do 

to liven things up a bit ?” 

He scratched his ear 
with his left hind foot, and thought. 

Whenever a pup scratches his ear 
with his left hind foot, 
he is almost always thinking 
what to do next. 

Just then Mr. Tilly —— 
opened the door of the hen-house. 
He let all the hens out 
to hunt for bugs and worms 
in the grass. 

“Now,” thought Nick, 

“that’s something like. 


Mr. Tilly thinks things are dull, too. 
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Nice man, Mr. Tilly! 
He wants the hens to have a little fun. 
It must be very dull to live 
in a hen-house and just scratch about 
and eat all day. 
I can’t see anything 
to make a fuss about 
in laying an egg now and then, either. 
Hunting for bugs in the grass 
is something, but no one could call 
even that lively. 
They need something 
to stir them up a bit. 
I am the very pup to do it.” 
It took only a minute for Nick 
to think all this. 
And when Nick thought of a thing to do, 


he almost always did it. 
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He did it now. 
“Bow wow!” said Nick. 
He jumped up andran after a fatred hen. 
The fat red hen ran and squawked. 
She ran right into a large red rooster. 
The red rooster had just found 
a nice, fat worm. 
He was going to eat it 
when the fat red hen ran bang into him. 
“What, what, what’s the matter ?” 
squawked the rooster. 
“Cut, cut, cut for the hen-house,” : 
squawked the hen. 
Then they both ran 
as fast as their legs could carry them. 
All the other hens ran, too. 
«The Twins ought to get some fun 


out of this,” thought Nick. 
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Then he chased the hens 
round and round the basket, 
so Tommy and Nancy could see them. 
When Nick got too near the hens, 
they flew right up in the air, 
and he ran under them. 
“This is fine fun,” thought Nick. 
He caught the red rooster 
by the tail-feathers. 


Some of the feathers came out. 
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Soon the air was full of feathers 
and squawking’ hens. 

«This is glorious!” thought Nick. 
The Twins thought it was glorious, too. 
They waved their arms and legs 
up and down for joy. 

« Now every one is happy,” 
thought Nick. “ Nobody is dull at all. 
Pll just drive that old rooster 
up onto the clothes-line! 

I never did think much of him.” 

He ran after the red rooster. 

The rooster squawked 
and flew up in the air. 

He struck the clothes-line. 
He knocked down the prop 
that held it up. 


Down came the clothes-line 
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with the rooster on top of it. 
Down came ''ommy’s 
blue gingham dress. 
Down came Nancy’s 
pink gingham dress, 
and all the other clothes with them. 
“IT never had so much fun 
in all my life,” thought Nick. 
He ran across the clothes lying 
on the ground and left tracks like this 
all over them. 
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The hens ran over them, too, 
and left tracks like this. 


The Twins laughed and crowed for joy. 
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“Bow wow, bow wow!” said Nick. 
This meant, “I am a great pup. 
Iam giving every one such a nice time!” 
Just then the kitchen door flew open. 
Mrs. Tilly ran out 
with her hands all covered with flour. 
“« Lawk-a-mercy-me!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“Look at my clean clothes! 
“Look at my clothes-line!” 
Nick sat down by the basket — 
with his tongue hanging out. ' 
Nick was much pleased with himself. 
The hens all ran for the chicken-house. 
The ‘T'wins were pleased, too. 
But Mrs. Tilly was not pleased. 
She took Nick by the collar. 
She dragged him to the woodshed. 


She spanked him with a switch 
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from the lilac bush. 
Then she shut him up in the woodshed 
for all the rest of the day. 
Nick was surprised. 
“This is what I get 
for watching those babies, 
and giving them a good time,” 
he thought. 


His ears drooped. 
He sat down and thought about it. 
“Tt isn’t fair, that’s all,” he thought. 
“7 think I will run away. 
Then they will be sorry. 


They will wish they had me back 
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to help take care of the babies. 
They will miss me when I am gone.” 

He jumped up and tried to get out 
the window, but it was too high up. 
So he lay down 
with his nose on his paws 
and felt sorry for himself 
until he went to sleep. 

Mrs. Tilly picked up all the clothes 
and put them in the tub to wash again. 
She brought the T'wins into the house. 

“T don’t know what I am going to do,” 
said Mrs. Tilly to herself. 

“T can’t put the babies 

and the washing 

in the same clothes-basket. 

I need the basket all the time 


for the Twins — 
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and I need it for the clothes 
all the time, too.” 
She put the T'wins down 
on the kitchen floor. 
“There,” she said. 
“You can’t fall off the floor. 
Sit there while I put the clothes 
in the basket, and bring them in.” 
Just then she heard a noise 
out of the window. 
She ran to the window to look. 
There stood Mr. Tilly. Beside him 
was a little wagon painted red. 
On one side of the wagon was TOMMY 
in white letters. 
On the other side was NANCY 
in white letters. 


“« Where ever did you get 
111 


that beautiful wagon, Mr. Tilly ?” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“TI made it, Mrs. Tilly,” 
said Mr. Tilly. He was proud! 
“T made it out of an old box. 
I painted it myself,” he said. 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“you are a wonderful man! 
Now I can have the clothes-basket 
for my washing. 
I shall need it all the time! 
And the Twins can ride in the wagon. 
How nice that will be!” 
She picked the Twins up 
off the kitchen floor. 
She put them in the wagon. 
She put the wagon under the cherry tree. 


“Mr. Tilly,” she said, “I will make 
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a cherry pie for your supper.” 
Then she went back into the kitchen. 
Mr. Tilly went'to the pasture 
for the cow. 
But Nick did not go with him. 
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AFTER this, when Tommy and Nancy 
were in the house, 
Mrs. Tilly almost always put them 
on the floor. 
When they were out of doors, 
she put them in the wagon. 

They liked being on the floor. 
For one thing, there was the cat. 
The Twins did not know she was a cat, 
but they liked to look at her. 
They liked to see her move. 

The cat, whose name was Amanda, 


liked to be looked at. 
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But there were other thing's 
she did not like. 
She didn’t like to have her tail pulled. 
Tommy and Nancy did not know this. 
This is the way they found it out. 
One morning, after breakfast, 
Mrs. Tilly put them down 
on the kitchen floor. 
“7 must run to the garden 
and pick some peas,” 
she said to herself. 
“7 will wash the dishes 
when I come back.” 
Then she said to the Twins, 
“Be good babies, 
and do not get into any mischief 
while I am gone.” 


She shut the kitchen door behind her, 
118 


and went to the garden. 

Amanda was sitting by the stove, 
washing her paws. 

Nancy saw her. She liked her looks. 
She liked to see. 
her little red tongue move. 


Nancy reached out her little hand 


to touch Amanda. 

But Amanda was too far away. 
Nancy leaned over to reach her. 
She leaned too far and rolled over 


onto her little fat tummy. 
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it did not hurt her at all. 
She liked it. 
She was close to Amanda, 
but still she could not touch her. 
Nancy wiggled her arms and legs 
like a little frog. 
She moved nearer to the cat. 
«This is something new,” 
thought Nancy. “Maybe if I keep on 
wiggling my arms and legs, 
I can reach that thing that moves.” 
Only, of course, she didn’t know 
she was thinking, 
because she was so little. 
But she kept on wiggling 
with both arms and both legs. 
She got nearer and nearer to the cat. 


She didn’t know it, 
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but she was creeping across the floor. 
Soon she came near enough 
to touch the cat. 
Amanda stopped washing her paws 
and looked at her. 
She waved her tail back and forth. 
Nancy saw it moving. 
Tommy saw it moving, too. 
He saw Nancy creeping across the floor. 
“] want that thing 
that moves, too,’ Tommy thought. 
“T will go after it.” 
Tommy watched Nancy’s arms and legs. 
He rolled over on his little fat tummy. 
He began to creep, too. 
When Nancy saw Tommy creeping, 
she crept faster. 


They reached Amanda 
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almost at the same time, 

but Nancy got there first. 

She seized Amanda’s tail. 
“Meow!” said Amanda. 
“Why, this thing squeaks, too!” 

thought Nancy. 

“T like to hear it squeak.” 

She pulled harder. 

Then Tommy got there. 

He saw Nancy had hold of the thing 

that moved. He wanted it. 

He reached out his little hands 

and seized Amanda’s tail, too. 

He pulled, and Nancy pulled. 
Amanda did not like it. 

She was surprised. 

Neither Mr. Tilly nor Mrs. Tilly 


had ever seized her and pulled her tail. 
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“ Meow-meow,” squalled Amanda. 
She tried to get away, 
but she could not, 
because Tommy and Nancy 
were both holding fast to her tail. 
Tommy pulled 
to get it away from Nancy. 
Nancy pulled 
to get it away from Tommy. 
They didn’t know 
that they were thinking, 
but this is what they thought: 
Nancy thought, “This is my tail. 
I got it first.” 
And Tommy thought, 
‘¢7T want that tail, 
and I’m going to have it.” 


So they both pulled. 
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Amanda dug her front claws 
into the crack of the floor, 
and pulled the other way. 
“Meow, meow,” squalled Amanda. 
The Twins thought 
this was a lovely sound. 
They kept on pulling. 
«Those 'T'wins have no manners,” 
thought Amanda, 
only she didn’t know 
she was thinking, either. 
“T will teach them 
how to treat a fine cat like me.” 
Her back went up into the air. 
All the little hairs stood straight up. 
Her ears were turned back. 
She was a very angry cat. 
« K-s-s-s!” said Amanda. 
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She struck Tommy with her paw. 
Her claws were sticking out. 
They scratched ‘Tommy. 

Then Amanda scratched Nancy. 
“Ow-ow-ow!” screamed Tommy. 
“Ow-ow-ow!” wailed Nancy. 

They let go of Amanda’s tail. 

The kitchen table 
was very near the stove. 


The window was at the other end 
of the table. 
Amanda jumped up on the table. 


She meant to run to the window 

and jump out, but just then she saw 

the cream-jug on the kitchen table. 

It had cream in it. 

Amanda was very fond of cream. 
“T will just take a sip of this 

to settle my nerves,” 

she thought to herself. 

“That will be better 

than jumping out of the window.” 
She stuck her head into the jug, 

and began to lap up the cream. 
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“Ow, ow!” screamed Tommy. 
“Ow, ow!” wailed Nancy. 
Mrs. Tilly heard them. | 
She came running from the garden. 
Amanda heard her coming. 


“Pve changed my mind,” 
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thought Amanda. 
“T believe I will jump out of the win- 
dow after all.” 
She tried to lift her head 
out of the jug, 
but it would not come out. 
“ Meow, meow!” squalled Amanda. 
The meows made a very queer sound, 
coming out of the cream-jug. 
“JT will jump out of the window, anyway, 
jug or no jug,” thought Amanda. 
She began to run. 
She thought she was running 
toward the window. 
But she wasn’t. 
“« Meow, meow!” wailed Amanda. 
“This is terrible. I feel sure 


Mrs. Tilly will not understand me! 
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She will think I was stealing cream! 
I must jump out of the window at 
once.” 
She made a Jump 
and landed in the butter. 
The cream ran out of the jug 
over the table. 
“Meow, meow!” screamed Amanda. 
“Ow, ow!” screamed the Twins. 
Amanda made another jump, 
but she did not jump out of the window 
this time, either. | 
She jumped, just as Mrs. Tilly 
came running across the floor 
to pick up the Twins. 
This was why she jumped 
right onto Mrs. Tilly! 


“ Lawk-a-mercy me!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
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Amanda did not stop on Mrs. Tilly. 

She went right on, to the floor. 

The jug went with her. 

Thump went the jug. 

It broke into six pieces on the floor. 
Amanda ran under the stove 

and hid behind the wood-box, 

where Mrs. ‘Tilly could not reach her. 
But Mrs. Tilly did not try 

to reach her. 

Instead she ran and picked up the Twins. 

She saw the scratches. 

Mrs. Tilly tucked Tommy under one arm. 

She tucked Nancy under the other. 

She washed their scratches clean. 

Then she kissed the places 

to make them well. 


The Twins stopped crying. 
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Mrs. Tilly sat down in a rocking-chair 
and cuddled them both in her lap. 
She rocked and sang. 

This is what she sang: 
“Bye, Baby Bunting, 

Daddy’s gone a-hunting, 

For to get a rabbit skin 

To wrap the Baby Bunting in.” 
Over and over she sang it. 
Her lap was soft 
and her arms were strong. 
The rocking-chair creaked 
as she rocked. 

The Twins were comforted. 

Soon their little heads were nodding. 
Then they fell asleep. 
Mrs. Tilly couldn’t carry them both 


to the bed without waking them up, 
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so she kept on rocking. 
She rocked and rocked. 

By and by Mr. Tilly came in. 

“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“the T'wins have learned to creep. 
I went out to pick peas for dinner. 
I left them on the floor. 

When I came back, 
they were clear across the room!” 

“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Wonderful! ” 

“The cat had scratched them,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 

“What a cat!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“1 don’t see how she could do 
such a thing!” 

“The cat got stuck in the cream-jug,” 


went on Mrs. Tilly. 
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“She couldn’t get her head out.” 
«Where is that cat?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Under the stove,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
But when Mr. Tilly went to find her, 

_ Amanda was not under the stove. 

When she heard Mrs. Tilly speak 

about the cream-jug, she crept out 

from behind the wood-box. 

She jumped out of the window. 

Then she hid under the lilac bush 

and licked the cream off her fur. 

When this was done, she went 

to the orchard to watch for birds. 

She did not come back all day. 

Mr. Tilly helped Mrs. Tilly 
carry the babies to the bed. 
Then Mrs. Tilly cleaned up 


the cream on the floor, 
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and picked up the pieces of the jug, 
and washed the dishes. 
When everything was in order again, 
she went back to the garden 
and finished picking the peas 
for dinner. 

And that’s how the T'wins learned 
that cats do not like 
to have their tails pulled. 
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IX 
THE PRETEND BIRTHDAY 

“Mr. TILuy,” said Mrs. Tilly 
one fine summer day. 
“The Twins are getting so big 
I think they should have a birthday. 
They can walk. They can talk. 
And every day they grow bigger 
and bigger.” 

“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“that is a good idea. 
But how can we have a birthday? 
Wedon’t know when their birthday is!” 

“That doesn’t matter at all,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 


«We can pick out a nice birthday 
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for them, and have it any time we like. 
Let me see. 

June 1s a very nice month. 

It is June now. 

Let’s pretend their birthday is in June. 
Let’s pretend it’s the fifth day of June, 
because we found them 

in the clothes-basket 

on the fifth day of June 


just a year ago.” 
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“But that wasn’t their birthday,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
fi They were quite big babies 
when we found them.” 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“1 didn’t say it was their birthday. 
I said, Let’s pretend it’s their birthday. 
You can pretend anything at all!” 
“Oh!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“In that case,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
«Saturday will be their birthday. 
We will have a party!” 
“Who will come to it?” asked Mr. Tilly. 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“you will come to it. 
I will come to it. 
The Twins will come, too. 


That makes four. 
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Then there are Nick and Amanda. 
We will have a birthday cake 
with frosting on it!” 

“«“T will be sure to come,” 
—gaid Mr. Tilly. 

“'They must have some presents,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T will make Nancy a pink dress 
with rosebuds on it. 
Tommy shall have a blue one. 
I will put pockets in them. 
How they will love pockets!” 

“They are too young for pockets,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 

“They are getting bigger and bigger 
every day,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
«They will soon grow up to-pockets.” 


“But they haven’t anything 
140 


to put in their pockets,” 

said Mr. Tilly. 

“JT will get them each a jackknife.” 
“Oh!” cried Mrs. Tilly ; 

“that is just like a man! 

They are too little for jackknives!” 
“ But they are getting bigger 

and bigger every day,” 

said Mr. Tilly. 

“They will soon grow up to jackknives.” 
Mrs. Tilly did not answer him. 

She was counting on her fingers. 
«Tet me see,” she said. 

“To-day is Tuesday. 

You must go to town 

this very afternoon 

to get things for the party. 


I must have the calico 
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with pink rosebuds on it for Nancy. 

And a pink ribbon to tie up her hair, 
“Her hair is too short to tie up,” 

said Mr. Tilly. 

« And some blue gingham for Tommy, 

said Mrs. Tilly. 

«And some round red candies 
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to put on the birthday cake.” 
«They can’t eat candy,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“No more can they eat cake!” | 
« And some red ribbon 
to make a bow for Nick’s collar, 
and two red candles,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“and that’s all.” 
“TIT was going to hoe the corn 
this afternoon, Mrs. Tilly,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 


“The corn will grow 
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while you are gone,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“So will the weeds,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“birthdays will not wait. 
It’s only four days until Saturday; 
if you do not get these things, 
I cannot get the new dresses made 
in time for the party.” 
“'To be sure,” said Mr. Tilly; 
“quite so. Well, I never!” 
He went out to the barn. 
He harnessed Old Dobbin to the wagon. 
Soon he drove up to the door. 
Mrs. Tilly came out. 
She had on her best dress. 
She had Tommy by the hand on one side, 
and Nancy on the other. 


The Twins had on their best dresses. 
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They had little white caps 
on their heads. 
«Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“So you are all going, too!” 
«Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, “we are. 
I told you the Twins 
would soon be big enough 
to sit on the seat between us. 
Now they are big enough.” 
«Bless my heart!” said Mr. Tilly. 
He went into the little house. 
He put on his best clothes, too. 
Then he helped Mrs. Tilly 
eet into the wagon. 
He put Tommy and Nancy beside her 
on the seat. 
Then he got in himself. 


Nick jumped up into the back 
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of the wagon. 
“Get up, Dobbin!” said Mr. Tilly, 
and away they all went down the road. 
Amanda stood on the doorstep 
and waved her tail as they drove away. 
Then she went to the barn 
to hunt for field mice in the hay. 
It was late in the afternoon 
when Mr. and Mrs. Tilly and the Twins 
got home from town. 
The Twins were very sleepy. 
Mrs. Tilly gave them their supper 
and put them to bed at once. 
Mr. Tilly brought all the bundles 
into the kitchen and put them 
on the table. 
Then he went out to the barn. 


When he came in, 
145 


Mrs. Tilly was opening the bundles. 
But there was one big bundle 
she did not open. 
“What is in the big bundle, 
Mrs. Tilly?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“«T did not get anything as big as that.” 
“No, you did not,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“TI got it myself, 
and put it in the back of the wagon, 
while you watched the babies.” 
“But what is in it?” said Mr. Tilly. 
« A surprise is in it,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“You cannot see it until the party.” 
“Ts it for me?” asked Mr. Tilly. 
«The surprise is for you, Mr. Tilly, 
but the bundle is not,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“You see this is not 


your pretend birthday party.” 
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“Well, I never! To be sure! 
So it isn’t,” said Mr. Tilly. 
He felt the bundle, 
but he could not guess what was in it. 
Mrs. Tilly put the bundle away 
in the bottom of a closet. 
She shut the door. 
She shook her finger at Mr. Tilly. 
“Mr. Tilly,’ she said, 
“vou must not feel. 
If you feel and guess what it is, 
it will not be a surprise!” 
She put all the other things away 
in the closet, too. 
She put the calico with pink rosebuds, 
and the blue gingham, 
on the very top of the pile of things. 


She put her work-basket beside it. 
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“There they are, all ready 
to begin to-morrow,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“T shall have to work very fast 
to get the new dresses done 
for the pretend birthday. 
Now I will get supper for you, 
Mr. Tilly.” 

It was Tuesday 
when they went to town. 
On Wednesday : 
Mrs. Tilly cut out the dresses. _ 
She sewed Nancy’s on Thursday. 
She sewed Tioommy’s on Friday. 
She put pockets in them. 
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ON Saturday morning Mrs. Tilly 
woke Mr. Tilly very early. 
“Mr. Tilly,” she said, “wake up!” 
But Mr. Tilly didn’t wake up. 
Then Mrs. Tilly tickled his nose 
with a feather that came out 
of her pillow. 
Mr. Tilly woke up. He sneezed. 
«Sh, sh,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“You must not sneeze! 
You will wake up the babies!” 
“Then you must not tickle my nose,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 


«Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
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“do you know what day this is ?” 
Mr. Tilly sat up in bed. 
“It’s the pretend birthday,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
“You are right,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
ail Br alse 
Then Mr. Tilly sniffed. 
There was a very good smell 
that came from the kitchen. 
“What do I smell, Mrs. Tilly ?” 
he said. 
“You smell the birthday cake,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 

“It is in the oven. It is almost done.” 
“Well, I never!” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Mrs. Tilly, you are a smart woman.” 

“So I am,” said Mrs. Tilly. 


«When there is work to be done, 
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I do not let the grass 
erow under my feet.” 

“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“vou do not. 

And that’s the truth 
or I can’t speak it.” 
He got up at once. 

After a while it was time 
for the party to begin. 

Mrs. Tilly dressed Nancy 
in her new dress with the pockets in it. 
She tied a pink ribbon on her hair. 

Nancy did not like the pink ribbon 
very much. It pulled her hair. 

But she liked the pockets. 

Tommy had on his new blue gingham 

with pockets in it. 


He liked the pockets, too. 
153 


Nick had a red bow on his collar. 
He did not like the bow. 
He scratched his ear 
with his left hind foot 
to get it off. 
Amanda had a red ribbon 
tied around her neck. 
She did not like it any better 
than Nick liked his bow. 
It got under her chin 
and she stepped on it. 
Mr. Tilly had on a clean shirt 
and a stand-up collar. 
He didn’t like his collar 
any better than Nick and Amanda 
liked theirs. 
Mrs. Tully had on a clean white apron. 


Mrs. Tilly liked white aprons. 
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“Now we will go to the party,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 

“We will go out the front door 
because it is a pretend birthday.” 

Mr. Tilly took Nancy by the hand. 
Mrs. Tilly took Tommy by the hand. 
They all went out the front door. 
Beside their door there was a rosebush. 
Mrs. Tilly stopped beside the rosebush. 
She picked two little pink rosebuds. 

“One for Nancy, and one for Tommy,” 
she said. 

She stuck them in the buttonholes 
of Mr. Tilly’s shirt. 

Mr. Tilly picked 
a nice large red rose; 

« And one for you, Mrs. Tilly,” he said. 


He stuck the one for Mrs. Tilly 
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in his top buttonhole. 
Mrs. Tilly looked at the Twins, 

and at Mr. Tilly, 

and at Nick and Amanda. 
“Now we are all ready, 

and you all look beautiful!” she said. 
“So do you, Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“We will go round the house 

to the cherry tree, but you must not look 

until I count three,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
When they got to the corner 

of the house, Mrs. Tilly said, 

“Shut your eyes!” 

Mr. Tilly and the Twins shut their eyes. 

“One, two, three,’ said Mrs. Tilly. - 
Their eyes popped open. 

They all looked at the cherry tree. 


There under the cherry tree 
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was a little table. 
Beside the little table 
there were two little red chairs! 
“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“T see the surprise. 
The little red chairs are the surprise!” 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“vou are a very clever man. 
The little red chairs are the surprise!” 
Tommy and Nancy didn’t say a word! 
The moment their eyes popped open, 
they began to run as fast 
as their little fat legs could carry them. 
They ran to the table 
under the cherry tree. 

On the table was a white cloth. 
In the middle of the cloth 


was a fat, round cake. 
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It was a frosted cake. 

Candles were on top of the cake. 
Beside one candle 

there was TOMMY, 

all spelled out in round red candies! 
Beside the other candle 

was NANCY, all spelled out 

in more red candies! 
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The T'wins did not know 
what the red candies spelled, 


but they liked their looks. 
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They liked the little red chairs. 
Nancy seized one with both hands. 
Tommy seized the other 
with his left hand. 
With his right hand he reached 
for the red candies. 

Before Mrs. Tilly noticed him, 
he had put most of the 7’in “Tommy ” 
right into his mouth! 
He liked the taste of the red candy. 
He ate as fast as he could. 

But Mrs. Tilly saw him. 
She ran as fast as she could. 

“No! no! no!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
She put her finger in Tommy’s mouth 
and got out the red candies. 

Tommy did not like to have them 


taken out of his mouth. 
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He said so. 
“No! no! no!” cried Tommy. 
Mrs. Tilly lifted him up 
and put him in one little red chair. 
She put Nancy in the other red chair. 
On the other side of the table 
was a box for Amanda to sit on. 
Nick was big enough, 
so he did not need a box. 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, — 
“bring Nick and Amanda 
and we will begin the party.” 
«Where are they?” said Mr. Tilly. 
“Where are they?” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
She looked all about, 
but neither Nick nor Amanda 
was anywhere in sight. 
“Mr. Tilly! Mr. Tilly! 
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You must find Nick and Amanda,” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 
“'They must have run away 
when you had your eyes shut!” 
“They did not like their red bows,” 
said Mr. Tilly. 
«Did you ever?” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“No, I never did,” said Mr. Tilly. 
“You must find them 
because I cannot leave the Twins. 
Tommy would eat up all the candies!” 
said Mrs. ‘Tilly. 
Mr. Tilly went to look 
for Nick and Amanda. 
He looked under the lilac bush. 
He looked in the woodshed. 
He looked behind the currant bushes. 


But they were not 
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in any of these places. 
Then he went out of sight 
behind the barn. 
Mrs. Tilly sat on the grass 
under the cherry tree. 
The clothes-basket was there too. 
She had the clothes-basket 
at the pretend birthday party 
because the Twins came in the basket. 
She let Nancy and Tommy play boat 
in the clothes-basket, 
while Mr. Tilly was gone. 
“We cannot have the party 
without Mr. Tilly,” she said. 
Soon he came back 
from behind the barn. 
Nick was with him. 


Nick was all wet. 
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‘His red bow was all wet and dirty, 

and the ends were dragging 

on the ground. 
“T found him in the brook 

at the end of the lane,” 

said Mr. Tilly. 

“He was splashing in the mud, 

and chasing the ducks and geese.” 
“Oh, what a dog!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 
Nick came bounding: toward her. 

-“(Go away! Go away!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 

But Nick did not go away. 

He loved Mrs. Tilly. 

He ran to her. He shook himself. 

The mud went all over her white apron. 
«Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a dog!” 

cried Mrs. Tilly. 


“He cannot come to the party. 
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Mr. Tilly, shut him in the woodshed!” 
“Come, Nick,” said Mr. Tilly. 

Nick wagged his tail. 

He was very much pleased 

with himself. 

He did not know 

he was going to be shut up 

in the woodshed. 

He followed Mr. Tilly. 

When he found he was shut up 

in the woodshed, he did not like it. 

He howled. | 
Mr. Tilly went back to the party. 
Nick climbed up on the woodpile, 

and looked at the party 

through the window. 
“JT could not find Amanda at all,” 


said Mr. Tilly. 
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“We will have the party by ourselves, 
then,” said Mrs. Tilly. 

She put Tommy and Nancy 
in the little red chairs again. 
She lt the candles. 
Then she went to the kitchen 
and brought out. four dishes 
of ice cream! 

This was a surprise! 
There was a large, fat strawberry 
in each dish. 
She gave one dish to Mr. Tilly, 
and one to ‘Tommy, and one to Nancy. 
She put her own dish down on the grass 
beside her while she tied napkins 
around the necks of Tommy and Nancy. 
She gave them each a spoon. 


She gave Mr. Tilly a knife. 
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“Now you may cut the cake, 
Mr. Tilly,” she said ; 
“but first we must blow out 
the candles and wish.” 
“You blow first,’ said Mr. Tilly. 
“No,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“the T'wins must blow first. 
They are too little to wish, 
so we will wish for them 
while they blow. 
If they blow out the candle 
the first time they try, 
the wish will come true.” 
She got up on her knee 
and held the candle 
so Tommy could blow. 
Mr. Tilly held the other candle 


so Nancy could blow. 
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“One, two, three, blow,” 
sald Mrs. Tilly. 
Tommy and Nancy blew. 


Both candles went out! 
“The wishes will come true!” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 


“The candles both went out! 
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I wished such a nice wish! 

What did you wish, Mr. Tilly ?” 
She sat down again in her place; 

at least she meant to. 

Before Mr. Tilly could tell his wish, 

Mrs. Tilly screamed. 

She had sat down on Amanda! 
Amanda screamed, too. 

Amanda had come up behind Mrs. Tilly. 

Amanda liked ice cream. 

She found Mrs. Tilly’s dish 

of ice cream on the grass. 

She began to lap it up. 

Then Mrs. Tilly sat down on her. 
Amanda was surprised. 

So was Mrs. Tilly. 

So was everybody. 


“Oh, that cat!” 
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cried Mrs. Tilly. “Scat!” 
Amanda scatted as fast as 
she could scat 
and climbed up in the cherry tree. 
« Amanda,” said Mrs. Tilly, 
“vou can just stay up in that tree! 
I will not help you down.” 
Amanda humped her back. 
“Meow,” said Amanda. 
She looked down at the ground. 
She looked at the dish of ice cream. 
But she did not dare to jump so far, 
so she stayed in the tree 
while they had the party. 
Then Mr. Tilly helped her down. 
Mrs. Tilly got another dish 
of ice cream for herself. 


The Twins were already eating theirs 
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when she came back. 

Mr. Tilly had cut the cake. 

He gave the ‘T'wins each a crumb. 

He gave Mrs. Tilly a nice large piece. 

He took a nice large piece himself. 
“Mrs. Tilly,” he said, 

“this is good pretend birthday cake. 

It is very good ice cream.” 
“Next year,” said Mrs. Tilly, 

“the Twins will be big enough 

to eat cake, too. 

On this pretend birthday 

they can only have the surprise dresses — 

with pockets in them, and the icecream.” 
“There have been 

a good many surprises 

on this pretend birthday,” 


sald Mr. Tilly. 
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“'There were the little red chairs, 
and the ice cream. 
And there was sitting down on Amanda. 
That was a surprise, too.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Tilly, “it was.” 
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XI 
LOST IN THE CORNFIELD 
ALL the long summer days 
Tommy and Nancy grew and grew. 
Everything else on the farm grew, too. 
The little chicks grew bigger 
and bigger. 
The mother hen no longer clucked 
and clucked to them from her coop. 
She went back to the hen-house 
with all the other hens. 
The little, young pullets ran about 
in the grass by themselves, 
hunting grasshoppers. 
The young roosters 


erew funny little tail feathers, and 
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began to crow early in the mornings 
to wake up the sun. 
They did not wake the sun, 
but they did wake Mr. and Mrs. Tilly. 
Sometimes they woke : 
Tommy and Nancy, too. 
The little lambs in the meadow 
grew into sheep. 
The little pig in the pen 
grew to be a big pig. 
Nick grew from a little pup 
into a big pup. 
Only Amanda did not grow. 
She always was a grown-up cat. 
The robins’ nest in the lilac bush 
was empty. 
All the little young robins 


had grown up into big robins 
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and flown away. 
All the things in Mr. Tilly’s garden 
erew and grew. 
There were potatoes, 
and beans, and lettuce, and beets, 
and tomatoes, and cucumbers, 
and every good thing to eat 
that any one could think of, 
erowing in Mr. Tilly’s garden. 
In the orchard there were apple trees. 
On the apple trees 
there were red, red apples. 
On the pear trees 
there were nice, yellow pears. 
On the peach trees there were peaches. 
There were grapes on the grapevines. 
Out in the fields everything grew, too. 


The corn grew and grew. 
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There were round, yellow pumpkins 

erowing between the hills of corn. 
One afternoon, 

Mr. Tilly said to Mrs. Tilly, 

“Mrs. Tilly, to-day 

I am going to cut corn for the cow. 

I will take Tommy and Nancy with me 

They will like to ride to the field 

in the cart, behind Old Dobbin.” 
“So they will, Mr. Tilly,” 

said Mrs. Tilly, 

“only be sure to take Nick, too. 

Iam going 

to make pickles to-day. 

Nick would be sure 

to get into mischief in the kitchen.” 

Soon Mr. Tilly drove Old Dobbin 


up to the kitchen door. 
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He put some blankets 
in the bottom of the wagon. 
Then he put the T'wins on the blankets. 
Mrs. Tilly stood in the kitchen door 
and waved her hand to them 
as they rattled away down the road. 
Tommy and Nancy waved their hands 
back to her. 
Mr. Tilly waved his hat. 
Nick waved his tail. 
Nick ran after the wagon 
on his own four legs. 

When they got to the cornfield, 
Mr. Tilly lifted Tommy and Nancy 
to the ground. 

“Now, be good children and stay 
where I can see you,” he said. 


Then he took a big, crooked knife 
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from the wagon and began 
to cut the cornstalks 
and make little tents of them. 
Tommy and Nancy watched him 
make the little tents. 
By and by they heard Nick tics ' 
He was not in sight. 
He was hidden by the corn. 
“Go find Nick,” said Tommy. 
“Go find Nick,” said Nancy. 
Nancy often said what Tommy said. — 
They took hold of hands 
and trotted away to find Nick. 
Nick’s barks seemed to come 
from the corn 
Tommy and Nancy went in 
among the tall stalks. 


The stalks were higher 
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than their heads. 

They were as high as Mr. Tilly’s head. 
They were in long, long rows. 

Tommy and Nancy ran down 

the long rows of corn. 

They came to a round, yellow pumpkin. 


“Oh! oh!” cried Nancy. 
“Pretty, pretty.” 
She did not know what it was. 


Maybe she thought 
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it was the round moon, 

fallen from the sky. 

She tried to pick it up. 

She tried and tried, 

But she could not pick it up. 

It was heavy. 

It was growing on a big vine. 
Then Nick barked again 

and the ‘T'wins remembered 

that they were going to find Nick. 

They started on again through the corn. 

They went farther and farther. 
Nick barked and barked. 

But they did not find him. 
Mr. Tilly did not see the Twins 

20 into the corn. 

He was making little tents 


out of the cornstalks, 
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and his back was turned. 

That was why he did not see them. 
On and on ran the Twins. 

Soon they heard another sound. 

It was not Nick barking. 

It was a great, big sound. 

It was a great, big, terrible roar. 

It was thunder. 

The Twins looked up. 

The sky above the leaves of corn 

was dark. 

It was dark all around them. 

Then there was a great flash 

of light, clear across the black cloud, 

above the cornstalks. 

The thunder roared again. 
Mrs. Tilly was making pickles 


in the kitchen. 
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She heard the thunder. 
She ran to the window. 
She saw the dark cloud. 
She saw the bright flash of lightning. 
“Oh, dear me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“It’s going to rain. 
The Twins will get all wet!” 
The thunder roared again. 
“Oh, dear me! I wish Mr. Tilly 
and the ‘'wins would get home 
before it rains,” she said to herself. 


She looked out of the kitchen window | 


down the road, 

but there was no sign of Mr. Tilly. 
She listened for the rattle of wheels, 
but there was no sound. 

Everything was very, very still. 


It grew darker and darker. 
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The wind began to blow. 
It blew the limbs of the cherry tree. 
They swayed and bent in the wind. 
It blew the grass in long waves. 
It blew the branches of the lilac bush. 
They made a whispering sound 
as they swayed and bent. 

Then there was a patter of rain 
on the kitchen roof. 
“Oh, dear me!” said Mrs. Tilly. 
“] must run and close the windows.” 

She shut all the windows 
and ran back to the kitchen. 

Amanda had come in from the barn. 
She was under the stove. 

Mrs. Tilly looked out of the window 
again. 
The rain was raining all around. 
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It was running in little rivers 
down the glass of the window. 
It was spattering in little drops 
all over the dust in the road. 
“It is nice to have the rain,” 
said Mrs. Tilly. 
“The garden needs it, 
but I do wish Mr. Tilly 
and the T'wins were home.” 
She went back to her pickles, 
but she could not think about pickles. 
She could only think about the Twins > 
and Mr. Tilly. 
While Mrs. Tilly 
was watching the road, 
and thinking about Mr. Tilly 
and the Twins, 


and trying to think about pickles, 
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Mr. Tilly was still in the cornfield. 
Old Dobbin was still 
in the cornfield, too. 
So were the Twins. So was Nick. 
Only they were not together. 

Mr. Tilly had been working so fast, 
cutting the cornstalks, 
that he did not see the black cloud. 
His head was bent down, 
so he did not see the sky. 
His back was turned, so he did not see 
the Twins go into the corn. 
Then he heard the thunder. 
He saw the flash of lightning. 
He felt a drop of rain. 

“ Bless my heart!” he said to himself, 
“it is going to rain. 
‘That’s a good thing. 
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The garden needs rain.” 

Then he thought about 
Nancy and Tommy. 

He looked all around. 

“ Bless my heart!” he said again, 
“where are they? 

They were here just a minute ago! 
Nancy! Tommy!” he called. 

But just then it thundered again. 
The sound of the thunder 
swallowed up the sound of his voice. . 

“Nancy! Tommy!” he called again, 
but by this time the rain was raining 
all around. 

It pattered on the leaves of corn. — 
The wind blew. 
The leaves of corn rustled 


and whispered in the wind. 
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Nancy and Tommy could not hear 
Mr. Tilly call, because the rain 
and the wind made so much noise. 
They began to make a noise, too. 

“OQw-ow-ow !” screamed Tommy. 

“Ow-ow-ow!” cried Nancy. 

“ Whish, whish,” went the wind 
among the cornstalks. 

“ Patter, patter,” sounded the rain 
on the leaves. 

Nancy and Tommy began to run. 
They could run and cry 
both at the same time. 
But they did not find their way 
out of the corn. 

Then Nancy tripped over a pumpkin. 
She fell down among the big leaves 


of the vine. ‘Tommy fell, too. 
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They did not try to get up. 
They sat still in the dirt 

and cried and cried. 

The tears ran down their cheeks. 
The rain ran down their cheeks, too. 
They tried to wipe their eyes 
with their hands. 

Their hands were all muddy. 
They wiped the mud 

all over their faces. 

Then they cried some more. 
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XII 
A HAPPY FAMILY 


“NANCY! Tommy!” shouted Mr. Tilly. 
Nick was barking down 

a woodchuck hole 

in the woods beyond the cornfield 
when he heard the thunder. 

Nick did not like thunder. 

He did not know what it was. 

He did not know 

that the garden needed rain. 

He did not know 

that the ‘l'wins were lost in the corn. 
He only knew he did not lke thunder. 
He put his tail between his legs 


and ran back to Old Dobbin 
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and the wagon as fast as he could go. 

He was not lost. 

He knew the way back. 

In a minute he was beside the wagon. 
Old Dobbin was standing still 

with his ears laid back. 

He did not like the thunder, either. 
Mr. Tilly was just going in 

among the cornstalks 

to hunt for the Twins, 

when Nick came running up. 
“Good dog, Nick!” cried Mr. Tilly. © 

“Go find Nancy. Go find Tommy !” 
“Bow wow!” said Nick. 

He knew the Twins were not there. 

He began to run around in circles, 

smelling the ground. 


He gave little yelps that said 
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as plainly as words, 
“Tam hunting for them, Mr. Tilly.” 
Mr. Tilly ran around, too. 
He ran back and forth in the corn 
calling, “ Nancy! Tommy !” 
But Nick’s nose was better 
than Mr. Tilly’s eyes and nose both. 
Soon he gave a joyful yelp 
that said as plainly as words, 
“Tve found the trail.” 
Then he dashed off through the corn. 
Mr. Tilly dashed after him. 
They ran and ran through the corn. 
Then they heard 
Tommy and Nancy screaming. 
Then Nick saw them 
sitting by the yellow pumpkin 
in the dirt. 
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“Bow wow, bow wow!” said Nick. 
That meant, “ Here they are! 
ve found them! 
I am a very smart dog.” 

Mr. Tilly came running up. 
He caught Nancy in one arm. 
He caught Tommy in the other. 
The Twins stopped crying. 
Nick stopped barking. 
Mr. Tilly stopped calling. 
He ran as fast as he could go 
back to the wagon, 
with Tommy under one arm 
and Nancy under the other. 

Old Dobbin was standing : 
just where Mr. Tilly had left him. 
His ears were laid back, 


and the rain was running down 
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his long nose in little rivers. 
Mr. Tilly put Tommy and Nancy 
in the wagon. 
He covered them with blankets. 
He jumped up on the seat. 
He took the reins. 
“Get up, Dobbin!” he cried. 
Old Dobbin started. 
He was glad to go to the barn. 
He galloped up the road 
as fast as he could go, 
with the cart rattling after him. 
Nick ran home on his own four leg's. 
He got to the kitchen first. 
Mrs. Tilly heard the rattle of wheels. 
She ran to the door. 
Mr. Tilly stopped the wagon. 


The Twins were all covered 
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with the blankets. 

Mrs. Tilly could not see them. 
“Where in the world are the Twins?” 
cried Mrs. Tilly. 

“You surely did not leave them 
in the cornfield!” 

“IT did not, Mrs. Tilly. 

Here they are, safe and sound. 
They are just a little dirty, 
that’s all,” said Mr. Tilly. 

He lifted the blankets. , 
There were the Twins, safe and sound! 

Mrs. Tilly looked at them. 

She saw their muddy faces. 

She saw their muddy hands. 

She saw their muddy clothes. 

“« Lawk-a-mercy me!” cried Mrs. Tilly. 


“Did you say just a little dirty, 
198 


Mr. Tilly ?” 
Mr. Tilly lifted them 

out of the wagon in no time at all. 
Mrs. Tilly seized them 


and took them into the kitchen. 
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«Stand still, my little ducks,” 
she cried, “until I get out the tub.” 
Nancy and Tommy stood still. 

The water and mud dripped 

from their clothes onto the floor. 
Mrs. Tilly got out her tub. 

She filled it with warm water. 

She took off the T'wins’ clothes. 

She put the clothes into the basket. 

She popped the Twins into the tub. 

She took soap. 

She scrubbed and scrubbed. 

When they were all clean, 

She put on their nightgowns. 

She gave them some nice warm milk 

to drink. 

She gave them each a kiss. 


Then she put them to bed. 
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Soon they were both sound asleep. 
When Mr. Tilly came in 

from the barn for his supper, 

the kitchen was all clean. 

The tub was put away, and 

the floor had been scrubbed again. 
Nick was sitting by the stove 

looking very miserable and shivering. 

Mrs. ‘Tilly had washed him, too. 

Nick did not like being washed. 

Amanda was licking her paws 

by the fire. 

The teakettle was singing 

on the stove. 

Mrs. Tilly had on a white apron. 

There were jars and jars of pickles 

on the shelf. 


There was a nice smell in the air. 
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Mr. Tilly looked all about 
the clean kitchen. 
He smelled the good smell. 
“Mrs. Tilly,” he said, 
“just as soon as I am clean enough 
to come into your kitchen, 
I shall be ready to eat my supper.” 
“Your supper will be all ready 
for you, Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly. 
Then Mr. Tilly 
went out into the woodshed 
and scrubbed and scrubbed. 
He went to the bedroom 
and put on clean, dry clothes, 
because his were all wet from the rain. 
When he sat down to eat his supper, 
his face was so clean it shone. 


Mrs. Tilly sat down on her side 
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of the table with her clean apron. 
There was a candle on the table. 
The rain pattered on the roof. 
The fire danced in the stove 
and sent long shafts of light 
dancing across the kitchen floor. 
The sparks danced up the chimney. 
The teakettle sang on the stove. 
Little puffs of steam 
came out of the nose of the kettle 
and floated up to the top of the room. 
Mrs. Tilly poured a cup of tea. 
She passed it to Mr. Tilly. 
“Just think, Mr. Tilly!” she said, 
“the summer is almost over. 
The days are growing’ 
shorter and shorter. 


The nights are growing 
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longer and longer. 
Soon the leaves will turn 
red and yellow. 
There will be frost on the grass 
in the mornings. 
Then the snow will come. 
Winter will be here 
before we know it.” 

«Tet winter come,” 
said Mr. Tilly. “‘There is hay 
in the barn for the cow. | 
Soon I shall cut all the corn. 
There are oats in the bin 
for Old Dobbin. 
There are apples, and pears, 


and peaches, in the orchard for us. 


There are potatoes, and beets, 


and tomatoes, and all 
204 


the other vegetables, 
in the garden for us, too. 
All winter we shall be snug and warm. 
We shall have plenty of food to eat. 
Mrs. Tilly, we are very lucky.” 
“Mr. Tilly,” said Mrs. Tilly, “we are. 
We have everything in the world 
to make us happy. 
We have such a nice home. 
We have a house and a barn. 
We have a horse and a cow. 
We have chickens and ducks 
and geese. 
We have a dog and a cat. 
There is a pig in the pen. 
There are sheep in the meadows. 
And we have a little girl 


and a little boy, 
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and that’s best of all.” 

“Mrs. Tilly,” said Mr. Tilly, 
“vou are right; 
you are almost always right. 
It as the best of all.” 
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LUCY FITCH: PERKINS'S 
TWIN SERIES 


“T do wish all foreign children 
were twins!” said a little girl, lift- 
ing a happy face from a volume of 
Lucy Fitch Perkins’s Twin Series. 
“ T just love them!”’ Since the ap- 
pearance of “ The Dutch Twins” 
some fifteen years ago nearly a 
million copies of the series have 
been sold. The Twin books have 
been praised by librarians, teachers, 
and parents. But, even more im- 
portant, the children themselves 
love them and eagerly await each 
new volume. 


The American Twins of the Revolution 
The American Twins of 1812 


The Colonial Twins of Virginia 


The Puritan Twins The Cave Twins 
The Italian Twins The Mexican Twins 
The Spartan Twins The Eskimo Twins 
The Scotch Twins The Irish Twins 
The French Twins The Japanese Twins 
The Belgian Twins The Dutch Twins 
The Swiss Twins The Filipino Twins 


The Farm Twins The Pioneer Twins 


